A
-

SAVOIR

FARE,

SEASONED

7

THE' NEW YORK HERALD, SUNDAY, OCTOBER 29,

1922,

 BY KUMMERISMS,

AT THE RITZ

French Comedy of Cards

Determines Whether Wife

or Queen of Hearts Is to Hold a
Husband's Love.

ANCO,
comedy which Clare Kum-
mer has adapted and
William Harris, Jr., 8|
presenting the

Alfred Bavolr's |

LY

tits |
Theater, is a new and very mrphlun-l
cated version of the French triangle. |
It sceks to enlighten the world on |
what happens when a high u‘piritedi
man crosses swords with a high npir-1
1ted woman—in a word, the old prob- |
lem of the irresistible force meeting |
the immovable body. |

ACT L

' In'the Casine ot La Boule, @ French
watering place, Chaviotie has bodn
spending day and woht in the waiting
room to owtstay her huasband, Count

| Alezandre de Luwasao, who iy 50 pas-
sonalely fond of ecards that he haa

' Desm nicknamed “Bonce,” after the
games, BEzosperated bdy fthe devotion
ha shows to baccorat 1 preference to

| her, the newly married goung wife de-
clores she will remain in the Casino
while her huabond confinues to play,

| end her husband assorts he will von-
tTinue (0 play while she remaing 4 the

Casino, His playing has already con-

| timued wainterruplediy for eiphty-two

howurs, breaking all records and pget-
| g s the newspepers, ond Charlotio
| wows ghe will stay till the place closca
Jor the season. An adwmirer of hers, |

Baron Heuri Deligaicres, has wagered |
ahe will win, and entera to poy Mg re- |
apeata. ]
Henrl—Tou are here already? |
Charlotte—Already? I've never left— |

' 1 spent the night here,

| Henrl—The fourth! It's terrible—I

. tan’t tell you how morry I am.

! Charlotte—Teally? I should think
Fou’'d be giad. Aas tha odde are two to
one and you are backing the favorita,

Henri—0Oh you've leard about that
foollsh betting. Well, it's true—I am
batting on you—but I'd gladly lose if 1|
c}mld just have the exquisite pleasure
O ——

Charlotte—TYos—af whae?

Henri—Of thrashing your husband.

Charlotte—Thrashing my husband? 1
Hke "the idea—but I couldn't allow any
one to thrash him but myself.

Henri—But you are not strong enough

Charlotte—I1 don't know—Jjust the {dea
of hitting him seems to glve mo strength,
1 believe I could do It

Henrl—I'll lend you my cane.

Charlotte—No—T1 couldn't use that.
T'd have to have something I'm used to, |
A riding stlck—oould you get mo a|
riMing stick? i

Henri—Of coursa I could—theres's a
shop just across the street with sport-
Ing goode—I"ll be sure to find one there.

Charlotte—Yes—and perhaps  you'd
better get it once. 1 think Monsleur
de Lussac may come out now at any
moment.

Henrt—Really?

Charlotte—Yes., T zént lilm a news-
paper with something in it that I thinlk
will annoy him very much, At least I
hope It will—and If ha Is sufficlently
annoyed—he will come ont,

Henrl—Good! Then I'll go at onee
And If he's here when 1 come back 11
Just casually

Charlotie—Nao, don't do anything. As
you walk past me I'll grab the stlck.
Then you must go Immediatelw I
couldn't hit him-—unless we were alone
wgether,

Hanrl—1 see. (Bxit Honry. TEnter
from card room Laula, a servant whom
Charlotte has sent to summon her hus-
dand out.)

Charlotte—Weall? Ta he coming?
Loule—He did rot say, Madame,
Be had writlen (giving her n lettn®,

Charlotte (reads)—"Cngnn : Pleass do
not belleva these ridiculous storles you
read in the newspapers Invented by re-
porters In the hest of summer. T have
no use for the Matin, but I would ko |
1o have a palr of socks, n coilar, & shirt
and two handkerchiefa, Your affectlon-
ate husband, Arsxaxpem. P, S—1 am
well except that T have heen sitting in
& draught and have taken o nlight coll.”

Louls—He 1a really looking better
than when I went In the last time, |
Madame.

Charlotte—Tlease go to my husband
and tell him that If he wishes a changa

But

~he divoreed his wile

Charlotte—Oh—a divorce.

1enri—But a divorce is not the worst
thing In ths world. 1t sometllmes bringe
a great hayplness, In the case 1 speak
of—and pardon me, Madame—but ia
your casé might It not T

Tharlotte—You mean, it might bring
great happlness to my husband?

Henrl—No, Madama—to you. To any
ona who 15 In gympathy with you—ito
tue !

Dalow returna, saying that Alec-
andre will not leave the curd room,
as e grondmother would doubtless
have wished him to play on., Char-
Jotte ie furious, and more aympothetic
toward the attentive Delignieres.
Henri—1 bet on you, not becauss it

18 my hablt, Madame—bur out of sym=
pathy-—I hoped you would hear of jt—
and that It would encourage you and
help you to win,
make my firat bet,
Charlotte—Reully?

begin to think yoy are,
pont?
Hénri—It's very simple.
a very Jonely lfe.
Charlotte—You 1ive-
Henrk—Yea, with my mother.

1 bhave lived

tiha s

qulto an invalld and 1 don't like to leave |
{her for very long at a time,

Charlotte—PBut I adore the country.

Henri’s love wmokiug progressea,
The Commisnioner of Polige enters,
aaying that he has found that it wos
fer husbond himaelf wwho took Char-
lette’s milssing wring., By pretondinp
nut to be by wife and bringing o
charps against Alezandre, Charlotte
pets the commissioner to summon hMm
from the card voom, He comes in, 0
charming scapegrace ond war hero,
and she tells the commissioner it wae

all a joke.
Chartotte—Yos—what a Joke—to be
your wife. Well—at least you have

stopped playing.
Alexandre—Not at all—Dalou ls play-
ing In my place—I am going back im-

moedlately. Unless you have something
to say to me; [ hope you have—have
you?

Charlotte—I don't see how you have
the heart te go on playing—when poor
Grandmama de Lussac—but you didn‘t
cure for her, 1 suppose.

Alexandre—I did, but 1 don't see the
connection.

Charlotte—You know she was {ll—
you might have been with her—to hear
her last words, .

Alexander—I[ know what they were—
"Give me a clgarette''—I'm willing to bat
they were her lagt words—do you want
to bet

Charlotte—XNo——

Alexandre—Dear old lady—I shouldn’t
wonder {f she's been with me to-night—
ever slnco 9§ o'olock I've had the most
marvelous luck, #he'd be the last one in
the world whod want me to go, my
dear—"Let her get the beat of you just
vnee, Banco~—and it will be the end of
all your married happiness”—I can hear
her say it By her ghe would mean you.

ba abla to pay szome bills, . . . Julle
hng just been here—an officer ceme to
the hotel yesterday—he wanted money—
she cottld not pay him and he svlesd our
trunks.

Alexandre—Well, really—1 think we
should get new trunks. IU's all very

twiee, but our trunka are getting: to
make a regular habit of it

Bhe r=fects ks plea that she retucp
to the hotel,

Alexnndre—In marrying you I ran
Into grave danger—I am In It still, yes—
the danger of falling In lova with you—
In which ease I sitould be under your
power completaly—this makes mo n little
wilder than usual—I1'1 confess, I'm like n
fish—not quite suyre it is on the hook—
fighting for freedom, What's this?

He seoa the riding atick, guesses ita
purpose, and when sho rofuses to At
him with it quszotically offers to striko
Mmaolf, She prevents kin. A bed {a
brought in, which Deligniores hoas pro-
vided for her, Alczandre, deciding not
to feel ingulted becouse it ia o single

of linen Nhe will find [t ae the hotel
Otherwise there will be no socks, no
collarn, no shirts, 1o handkerchiefs.

After a telegram hoa come atating
that Alesandre's grandmaother, swhoe
taught Mm to play cords, has juat
died, Ma friend, Dalow, takea it {9 him
én the card room- ond Det'gmiercs ro-
furng wilh the riding stick.

Henrl-=1 oonldn't think of accepting
anything tmder tha clrenmstances, 1t
gave mo great plessure to procure L
I'm only sorcy you are hesiloting about
using !t. Raally, Madame, 1 bellave it
will succead whore all other means fall
=—ptrike a man and—-something bap-
pens,

Charlofte—T1 Beliove rou—but what?
Henrt—I knew of a case where

bed, pgoes batk lo his baccaral, Her
endurance Dbrokem on irorning from
Henrl that Alezandre marsed her on
a wager, the infurkated Chavlotte poce
off fo Moracen, ateompanied by Henxi,
arter leaving 8 ndtao of eternal farewell
Jor Alexzandre,

ACT I1.

I thé Hulng room of the Deligiicres’s
ehatean in Meardy o wyear later gits
Charlotte, inhe hég been diverced from
Alerandre and hos Just been married
that day to Henri, She ia talking to
Jienri's mprightiy mother, the
Bararess Delipnierea, who gigha for
the gayety of Paris,

Charlotte—=But your hoart-—4s it relllyi

alt right?

/

Rebert Warwick, who is distinguishing himself by his excellent

-

perform-

ance as the lover in “To Love” at the Bijou.
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changed the man completely. To be sure

You have made mo_l
Well — wall—you |
are the first good man I have ever met |

it you are renlly a good man—and I |
How did it hap- |

—in the country? |

-

Charlotte—And what would she mean |
by our married happiness? I'm glad you |
have been lucky—perbaps now you will -

well for a trunk to be eslzed onco or |

!
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Haroness—Oh, yes, my heart, my lungs
and my MHver, dear child—I am sound
as & nut. And 1 shall probably live to
be over & hundred  All of my familly
lived to be over a hundred.

Charlotte—Well—that will be delight-
ful! But I'm a lttle surprised, of gourne.

Haroness—You mustn't let  Henrl
worry you—he has no worrles of nis
own, #g lie invents them, dear boy, 1
d4id invent my heart, I'll confess. Henri
Inglsted on my getting rid of my horaes
—well, 1'd as soon part with my dogs
as with my horses, Thered be no usc
In living in the country at all. 1 don't
Iie motors—I1 like to ride slowly and
| get the alg—Iin a motor it all comes
just on the back of your neck—no mat-
ter which way the wind iz, or whether
the windows are open or closed—have
you ever noticed It, my dear?

Charlotte—Oh  yes—It  does—that’s
qulte true,

Baroness—So 1 said riding in a motor
affecter! my heart. MHenrl bought him-
welf motors and 1 Kept my horses, buat
he has used my heart quite a good deal
over since.

The first husboud, Alexandre, has
just drivon hig friend Dalow's ear fnto
| the lake outwide the house, Alepandriy

who hag neyer beon seem by Henrd,

rnters under the wname of Verdier

and gravely expleins to Ma former wife

that they were en route to an avia-
| tion mieel. Il says ho has hurt his
ankle, and the vest of the howsehold
o off to look at the wreck.

Charlotte—Are you In paln, really?

Alexandro—Yes—not my ankle, hows-
| ever,

' Charlottess¥ou ‘wame hare--intention-
| ally, You meant to arrive In time for
| my wodding—to. make a scene, 1 sup-
pose.

Alexandre—Well, it's no use to rogret
things that are past. The question la,
What ean be done now? It would have
Lbeenn belter to have met you at the
church.

Charlotte—There I= no aviation meot
at all, T suppose. ‘

1 meant to have takdn you on to ft
| directly from the chureh. As it is 1
shall have to give that up.

Chatiotte—It would have been rathey
Adiftioult to obtain my husband's consent
1 imagine.

Alexandre—I should not have asked
for t. And he would not have lLeen
your husband. As T failed to come in
time to atop the wedding 1 decldéd to
do what 1 had to do—nhere In your house,
I had no excusg to enter Your houss-—
| but any high geared car can enter a
! pond, so 1 did that.

Intantionally.

Alexandre—Certainly.

Charlottea~I"m sutprised that Dalou
was willing to sacrifice his car,

Alexandre—Hes wasn't. But what
| sould ha do—1 was driving. Poor old
Dal—however, the car is Insured, agalnst
fire, at Teast-—If not agalnst water. We
|ean =et it on fira after wo got it ocut
| of the pond.

Charlotte—Would you mind telling me
what you mean—when you say you have
something to da hare. Would you mind
telling me what It (8?7

Alexandre—On the contrury there is |

Charlotté——Oh—you ran inta the pond |
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Alfred Lunt and Lola Fisher in “Banco” at the Ritz.

Alsxandres—-0Oh yes—~no usé talking
about it—why do you smile?

Charlotte—Because 1 feel so safe—uo
| #ale here In this house.

Alexandre—So you should, You are
gafe, Much safer than you have any
ldea of.

He odds coolly that f will be im-
possible for him to sleop in M3 houss,
thinking that she, his wife, s being
annoyed by that insufferable bore,
Henrd, |

Alexandre-—Yes, I must congratulate
enrl on his mother. Ehe's a dolightful
woman, How such a woman ever hap-

pened to have a son like him. How he
must have bored her—even as a baby.

UCharlotte-—8he seems porfoctly satis-
fled with hilm. 1'm aure he's a good =on
to her.

Alexandre—Good? What is there |n
that? She'd ke a son who had advens
tures thit she could laugh over with
him. He has nothing Interesting to tell
hor—exeept news of the kennels. And 1
think she knows more about the doge
| thun he doe¢s. Come to think of It,
dome oma told me they wore her dogs-—

Charlotte—He hus kept up this lovely
place for her.

Alexandre—ghe's kept #t up for him,
Why, of eourse—it's been In her family
for generations. He had nothing in the
world to do with It except Just coming
along and belng beorn., 6Ghe, dear old
darling, 1 probably tired to desth of
living here—with him—who wouldn't ba?
A plice lke this might be all right for
us,  We would Itven it up Just by living
In It; 1 Nke it, too, Yes, T really lke
the place,
I'd mpke—not many.

Charlotte  laughe—What are you
laughing at? [ mean it. If I'd only
Kuown that you liked this cort of thing

~but I was given to understand quite
the contrary.

She saye her mother. misinformed

s,

Alexandre—WHere one eould think., eh,
Charlotde? Walk through thess woods
j and think by the hour. 1 wonder how
|y mind would stand t.
| Charlotte—It probably wouldn't.

Alexandre—But 1 believe it would. 1
{ think my mind needs cool greenness, It
| I3 worn out with Tights and nolss and
averything false. It needs solitude amd
| the seent of violate,
| Charlotte—Well, you can buy seoll-
tuds—and violets are very cheap at this
| season,

Alexundre—~But T den't want to be
alons by mysell. 1 want to be alens
| with you. And vielela are only ewest—
| When some one you love Ia wearing them

( Entar Baronesw.)

Baroness—Waell, the car is put and 1t
| doesn't look so much the worss for a
bath,

| Alexandre-—But how docs {t fael?

i " Baroness—That's ft. I'm afrald the
! trouble Is Internal. Btill it can be stowed
| to the garage. That's something.

l Alexandre-—Yos—ut least it won't dis-
| tigure the pond there,

| Baroness—What did the doctor say?

He's a splendid doctor, Duvad.
| Alrxapdro-—TYesn, 1 Jlked his volee very
|mu<‘h. Through soma mistake he went
!

on down to thae pond—ha thought Dalou
wns hurt,

There ure a few little changes | d

Baroness—But how stupid of-——some
one,
Alexandre-——1t doesn’t matter—T don't

companjons through a long Hiness. My
ankle will do just as well without one,
really.

Henri rrtﬁ«rm end Alerandre, ‘
Terdier, wina Henri's eateem by slyly
casling osspersions on Mmaself when De
ILtesoc ia mentioned. Henrl gratefully
prosses hin to stay, despite Charlotte’s
velu tonce, Hewrd informs Dalou ho
wants the latter's help to win back his
wife that wight.

ACT 111,

The preat dedroom act. The first
seems, in Chariotie’s bedroom, showas
Alerandre atealing in through the
window whdle sho 48 in hor drossing
room. When Henri ateps out of the
rooms Charlotta discovers Alerandre
Deiind the cwrtaing on the window

acal,

Charlotte—Not you!

Alexandre—Yes, of courss—pleas
don't say you're surprised—I assured
you I would ba here.

Charlotte—What are you doing here?

Alexandre—Oh, dreaming, thinkinge-
but princlpally walting. [ am installed
In my cave. It's vary cosy, too—being
located over the radlator—I turned off
the heat—I hope you don't mind—I
don't think we ghall need It

Charlotte—But you weron't hers n
minute ago—how did you get in?

Alexandre—]I came through the wine

ow,
Henrl (off)—Charlotte, who are you
talking to?

Charlotte—-Ts Julle—she came back
to hring me something !

Henrl—Ask her to turn off the light at
the head of the stalrway.

Charlotte—1 will, (To Alexandre)—
Go quickly—while there |5 time!

Alexandre—How do you want me
to go?

Charlotte——0Out the window, If that's
the way you eame in.

Alexandre—nBut I ean'ts T swung my-
#elf over to your baleony—but I've noth-
ing to swing back on—and nothing to
rwing back to—no Incentive, If you un-
derstand me.

Charlotte-—0Oh, please go!
band will be herg In n moment.

Alexandre—He iy here.

Charlotte—Do  you  (ntend
Henr)?

Aloxandre (easily)—Oh, I don't think
that will ba necessary. Don't look €0
worried. Leave everything to me.

#he draws the curtaina over fhe
radiator. Henri refurna and starts to
talk of Da Lwssac, but she objects.

Charlotte—Am 1 never to escaps from
him? Tha thoukht of him—his face—
whether he (s sitting at a card table or
on a radiator—always the same cruel

My hus-

to kil

amile. Bure of himeelf—gure he will
win !
Henrl  (surpriged)—What de you

mean, my darling, sitting on a radiator?

Charlotte—Oh, 1 don't mean anything
—it was a thing he liked to do—to sit
on # window geat-—and leer at me from
behind the curtalns.

Henrl—Neover mind, my love, At least

belleve In doctors—oxcept as dolightful |

those days are over, T can't imagine
& man doing such a thing.

Charlotte—XNo! Can you? Making
ma dislike the most Innocent things—
ke window peats and radiators,

Bhe beoomes [feverlshly mnervous,
suddenly suggests that she and the
astondshed Henri go for a walk and
then wends hm for a pack of cards
instead, Alsrandie scizea the chance
to plead his cause. !
Alexandre—Because you love me—and
I love you. Listen to me—I'l] tell you
why 1 seemed Indifferent to you at times.
1 was afrald of you. Afrajd that you
would make me just what you have—a
man wretchedly, shamelessly In love
with you—so0 that instead of an inde-
pendent being, able to walk with his
head u

(Charlotts draws the curtalns sud-
denly. Enter Henrl. Ie hes two packs
of cards.)

e and Charlotte play, while ahe
makes such scathing réferences (o
her past with Alexandre that he is
moved asurreptitiously to wave his
hand in protest from tha curtaina,
Henri is called awap by a fire bell
and Alexandre eleps oul,
Charlotie—But you don't know what

has happened—thers’s @ fre—the
chatesu, perhaps,

Alexaridre—No, It's nothing——

Charlotte—But how do you know?

.- Alexandre—I do—I know all about it
It'a mine,

Charlotte—Yours? - What do
méean? - ;

Aloxandre—I megn it's my fire—I
started It. . . . ;

Charlotte—0Oh, no!

Alexandre—Yes, but wmit, TLet me
explaln. It's just a little fire, in & por-
fectly safe plade. It's goilng to be an-
noying—and it may taks qulte a little
while to put It out. But [U's not going to
do any real damage.

Charlotte—An Incendiary! Added to
overything else.

Alexandre — Oh,; well—don't ba too
much Impressed, Any one can do it

Charlotte—Where is It—the fire?

Alexandre—It's in geveral places, It's
a long, thin fire. It's just possible that
the kennels may go unleas ths wind
changos.
The Baroness will ses to that. I told
her 1 smelt smoke an hour ago and she
weont to the dogs immediatsly. 1In fact,
by thizs timg all the household la out—
and the place is left to us. J4's just a
nlea little fire for two.

Charlotte—So this {s what you wers
walting for!

you

preliminaries, Not what I was walt-
ing for.

Ho tells her ha wanta her in his
arma again. But she inveigles Mm
into n gamas of bance to divert Mm
from his object,

At the openfng of the seoond scena
they ara still playing, howrs loter, ond
Charlotte has won all of Alexandre's
money and trinkets,

Alexandre—Well, up to mow It has
besn n lttle trying. But the night ls
only Just beginning.

Charlotta (smiling) — Just heginning!

Alexandre (looking at the clock)—
s 4 o'clock, that's nothing,

NEWS AND RUMO

HE Life of Offenbach” and the
revival of “Old Holdelberg,”

i I
announced last spring as

|

|prﬂhu'ble Bhubert enlries this fall, are
| sti! resting quietly. “Hitehy-Koo of
| 1922, which closed last Haturday In
| Phlladelphio, is doing the mame and
| getting along nicely. It Is to be pul-
| motored presently, and may yet reach
Its predestined home, the Century, But
|"BIonom Time" j& holding out very

vigorously there, and it s likely that !

tho revampead Hitchy show will come
to the Winter Garden under some
girly=whirly titie, Hitahcock la out of
| 1t, and so far the world has had to
| labor along without notiflcation of his
| tuture moves. Beany Leonard, that
'lﬂcrllmr dramatic artist, was wall re-
| celved, and i» lkely to be with the
| show when It meopens, providing no
i aggroessive young gentleman Intervenes
| with an ardent desire to slam him on
| the nose for proft,

1 "To the Ladies,” with Allen Kearns

1pinrlns Otte Kruger's role, but with
Holen Hayes still a fAxture, snd
“Duley,” with Lynn Fontanne, are re-
|pomd to find the road ns good aa

any one can reasonably expect now- |

adayes.  Following “"Marton” and the
Forty-ninars, "West of Dittéburgh,”
by the Kaufman-Connaelly dynasty,
will probably ba the next responsilils
| ity on Tyler's mind.
Bam Bhilpman became so axasporatad
iwhon “Lawful Larceny” cloned rocent-
1y both here and In Londoen that he e
| sald to have written sevoral mors plays
| in revenge.

|  dydney Greenstrest hns been added
Ito the cast of “The Whaola Town's
Talking." (This year Wonds {4 run-
ning to Bydneya in his cants—|nst year
it was Kenneths) John Cumberland

/

| has begun rehearsing in it under the
| direction of John Emerson. with Anita
| Loos looking on and chuckling at some
| of the anmusing lines,
Helen MacKellar will appear in stock
‘ot Toledo, commencing to-morraow, for
a couple of weeks In order to rest be-
| twoen assaults on Broadway. Then
|ehe  will start rehearsals of “The
| Masked Woman,” adapted from the
| French, which A. H. Woods will pro.

| duce between letters to W, Bomerset
| Maugham, although It 18 a serions

| play.

Maude Adnms has had ne confers
| ences with A. L. Erlanger recently
| ovar plays, and continues to have no
| prospects of a play for her return 1o
| the stage. She ie atil]l under contract
‘ with Erlanger,

] Gregory Kelly Is onee more embark-
Ing on his own management, and in a
| tew more weeks plans to set up the
| world with a new play. It will be

“"Hristol Glass,” which Booth Tarking-

ton wrote for him a coupls of years
| ago, and which Tyler had under con-

RS OF BROADWAY

sideration @« season ago, eventually
letting it deift out into the world
agaln. Kelly, eatching it, will let N1y
with tha comedy at Cleveland wsoon,
He will tey it out 1n stock, with his
wife, Ruth Gaordon, playing opposite
him, and if the American people re-
aiprocats Kelly's attention it wil
make a stand on TDroadway soon.
Kelly and Miss Gordon have béen
playlng in a road ecompany of “The
First Year,” but slipped out of that
recently.

Janet Beecher, it has been dacided
by Don Marquie's friend Al, will play
the leading feminine role in “The Love
Child,” one of the few titles which
Woods doean't seermn likely to change.
Sidnay Blackmer and Lee Baker will
likewlse have s few worde to say In
connsction with the play. It has
started rehearsals again after being
tried out on the road a couple of
weeks, and in two move wesks It will
once mmore become a pligrim in_ the
provinces,

Rugsell Janney aspires to merit the
name of “producer” more than aever

F

world.
Gaul, Frank Motgan, Marion

| of Luigl Plrandello.

| Consart.

The First Nighter’s Calendar
MONDAY.
BOOTH THEATER-John Golden will present Austin Strong's
| play, “Seventh Heaven,” dealing with the Parisian under-
Helen Menken heads the cast, which Includes George

PRINCESS THEATER-—Brock Pemberton will offer “Six Charactera

in Search of an Author,” a dramatic novelty from the Italian
In the cast are Margaret Wycherly, Flor-
ence Eldridge, Eleanor Woodruff, Moftat Johnston and Ernest

~

Kerby and Hubert Druce,

—

this season. He plana to get two
shows under way, one of them a
Bpanish work, but will not ambark for
the prosent on another muslcal
plece, “no more for the present” being
his motto. However, he will present
“Marjolaine” in Fogland around
Christmas with an all-English cast—
pgrhaps taking & cue from the fact
that all-American casts there have
recently hit the shoals,

Having but just returned from
London, Janney is authorlty for the
statemont that theatrical oconditions
there have undergone n conslderable
boont, which is asoribed to the fact
that the British capital had an un-
usually cool summer, nnd the publio
goomed to fecl {t was high time a re-
action set In from the slump of Iast
year,

Rehoearsals of “The Romantia Age"
are under way. Percival Knight is
sald to have guaranteed the produc-
Ition of “Thin Tee" nt the Comedy
| Theater personally. Max Splegel Is
| vigorously casting about for a new
plece in which to send Fritsl Scheff
out on tha road this scason. Charles
fimerson Codk has a coupla of plays
in mind which he may lot the publie
in on eventually. Avery Hopwood has
promised another play to Wagenhals
& Komper, but so far seoms to have
Bheen unable to write it from writer's
eramp due (o adding up his other
royalties. Sam IHarrls will probably
make “Rain” Hemerset Maugham's
play with Jeanne Kagels, liis next of-
fering. And there you are, for one
more weok!

A man appliad at the box office of
the Republille Theater the other night
for u gallery seat to “Able's Irish
ftowe,” and then nasked Lew Harrie,
the treasurer: “Can T listen up thore?

“Youll have to" said Harrie

But the doga wiil be all right_

Alexandre—YWall, this was ene of the |

Charlotte— That clock has stopped
(®he crosses to the window.) It's morn-
ing! Look! (Shke draws curtalns. The
sunlight comes into the room.) =

Alexandre—But that's lrapossible.

| Charlotte—No. ne, it's true! It's
merning, You've lost your wager. The

| sun fy laughing at you and so ara : i}

1 Alevandre veadizes ditterly that Nda
‘passion for cords haa lost him his
preclous opportunity.  The infuriated
Henri and his mother pind thems to-
gethar, but the RHaroness begina to
side with Alezandre, who had pre-
viowsly won her favor, when he main-
taina thot Henrl was just as disrepu-

< table de glving kis wife a bed at the
Cagino. Heuwrd leaves in high
Alexandro blithely puts susp
the fire on the absont Dalow,

Baroness—You don't mean that Mon-
sfeur Dalou had anything to do with
the fire? , -

Alexan(re—Ita & hereditary talnt,

He has a touch of Incendiarism. I never
knew it myself untll we went on our
last hunting expedition. He was always
hunging around the fire &t night; he
wanted to light it, and occasionally
when he thought we weren't looking he
would dance round it

Baroness—How horrible!

Alexandre—It was, but he'll get
over it =

Baronoss—Do you thifik so?

Alexandre—Oh, yes; he's gone now to
be troated—] haven't a doubt,

Baroness—Can they be treated for It?

Alexandre—Certainly. Don't think of
it any more. The imcendlary is not on
the place—that's the thing to be thank-
ful for, and a few weeks In a good
lunatic asylum will make old Dalou ax
good s ever.

Alerandre, who says that it will be
oasy to get the marrioge to Honrl dis-
solved, aaka the Baromess to geil the

* chatoaw to him. .
Alexandre-—Call me Alexandrs. Pleass

do, Don't you feel that you have

known me always? 3

Baroness—Of course. ¥ou ape: the
man that all women have known always.

The bad but dear man, cruel, but capahle

of great tendernsss, )

Alexandre—Oh, 3Madame, Yyou are
adorable.

(Taking her hand he sits on the otto=

man near her.). You know that {s true.

for

1 have pretended all my Ufe. 1 suffer
‘w0 horribly when % am burt. Do you
belleve 1t? I have used cards to make
me forget, because MHfe is so thrilling 1
was afrald fof il—afraid it would not
glve me what 1 wanted of It, but now
it. has. Here In this place it has come
to me. 1 shall live hera with that ador-
able woman; we will have quantities of
beautiful children, I will teach them to
! ride'and hunt and play cards—dear old
games—Ilike the ones we played last
night. Really I could shout with happl-
ness!

Tha Baroncss glves her blessing to
the pair before lcaving. Charlolte
capitulates,

Charlotte—Alexandre, you must go at
once, you ara not sure what can be dane
about dissolving the marrlage, it may
take a year. In the meantime—-

Alexandre—In  the meantime, my
darling, you will be one of the wicked-
ost women In history.

(The Real Butler _
| . 3 the Stn!e Variety

| By PERCIVAL KNIGHT.

| MAN asked me. the other day
A_ why It was that butlers are

T so dominant on the stage. ke
told ‘me that in all his experience of
| town houses and country houses the
butler was just a servant going abbut
his duties, in a subservient manner at
the beck and call of his master or
mistress. and that he did not seem to
have any relative value to the person-
alities of the household. He asked mo
why 1t 18 that on the stage I take
such a dominant attitude In all that
I do and say in “Thin Ice."

The only explanetion I could offer is
to refer back to the butler in the old
household of Englund.  In my boyhood,
I remomber, the butler of the house
was the old, respected servant of, say,
some sixty or saventy years of age, and
| I always regarded him as a sort of falry
godfather. The butler who is of long
standing -In' o family is the pivot upon
wiflch the household revolves. He is the
one who knows the master's shorteoms-
ings and smootha them over; he is the
ona who Knowa the debts of the eldest
won, and more times than éne comes lo
| the fore and, out of his own money, set-
| tles them, He 1s the first to congratu-
Iate the master on good naws and the
firat to sympathise with him on bad
news, In other worda, the family's joys
are his and thelr sorrows are hls sor-
rows too., Ha is more than & servant.
Hé in adviser, exchequer and friend—
renl friend.

Bo it s on thé stage. The butier has
by the peycholagy of the writlng in the
theater hecome o constructive, cenirdl
figure of the dramatist. It is very ob-
vioua,

Take a housgchold famlly whers a but-
| ler Io a natural commodlty, not the over-
done nouveau riches In & modern coms
edy of & loeal type. e is the one maiu-
ral peg on which the playwright hangs
his hat,  All lines of communication can
go through the medium of this charae-
tor, and he standa as a central station
to recailve and relay the author's
thoughts. Confldences Are glven to him
by the different characters, which he
olther keepa or distributes as the auther
thinks fit. and as an asset to the plot he
Is Invaluable, That's why he dominates

Thare is no need, however, to have n
butlerin cvery play, thank heaven, but
whon tlie playwright needs ona he's a
mighty umeful thing to have arcound the
house. In private life tha butler does
“go about his duties In a subservient
manfier,” but that ik only to b undess
stood by the casual houss guest who
muy not ghare In the configential worlk-
ings of the fambly., Many o negro
mammy has wecrets hldden away In her
beart that only the famlly can find tha
koy of, and so has the butler., Many &
dramatist has borrowed the dear old
mammy for theatrieal rearons, so w
not thg dear old or young butler?
say young for perkonal refsons,

MARLBROUGI AGALN,

To the Dramabic Editor: .

When Homer nods, proverblal as the
Inpet L8, onlooKers Ara atll] taken by sur-
prise. You need not have gone to places
w0 remote from Liroadway to hear Mol
brough s'en va-t-ou gwerre” sung prior to
the advent of Balleff. Indeed it Is al-
most as much at home In my memory us
Yankeo Doodle, and the time of its first
entry theroe guite as vague, The entry
did not take place In New York, to be
wure, for 1 reached maturity eisewhers;
but the clenrest and pléasantast recols
lsction 1 centered here  Yvette Guilbert
waed to sing It at her Sunday evening
concerts In tha Maxine Hiliott 4 few
years ago. Tt is superflucus to say that
her performance was better than that of
the “‘Chauve Souris;"" but T will venture
the further opinion that it was better
concelved than Trilby's. Mosat 'of us re-
ront having tears wheedled out of us In
a bad cause, and the legendary author
eould have had no such purpose, Mmae,
| Gnlibert intarproted fully in tone and
| pantomime eévery shading of mood the
varsen convey, but (v vwas all Lurlesque,
oapocially the tragie ndte, ‘The buirlesque
wae dolieate but obvious; thée nursery
might be of two minds whether to lawgh
or ¢ry, but the adult audionce knaw |t
wis to Inugh, Joskry O'GoORMAYN,

New Yorx, October 23, 1042, |

1 have been afrald of my weakness, #o |

_ to go with them.

_The Greatest Sporting Goods
Store in the World

Madison .Avenue and 45th Steeet
New York

The
Witchery .
of Sport

There’s witchery. abroad o'
nights, under this Halloween
,moon. e e

A rabbit shot in its shadow
carries the hunter's charm.

"There's the honk of the

Northern goose at night—the
* baying of the pack that sniffs
the marauding fox.

Frost on the fairway—a
fretful wheeze from your mo-
tor as you belt up your ulster
and tuck the laprobe in.

It’s a time for real sport!

Riders and Drivers.

There’s witchery in the new
Fall riding clothes~and golf
outfits for women, shown in
the Abercrombie & Fitch store.

Londen’s finest worsteds.

whipeords, - and ‘coverts; in
English style . coat-and -
breeches riding suits; also ex-
clusive tweed suits and Tat-
tersall waistcoats. = -

Hunting habits, English ridiﬂﬁ
boots, ri%ll topeoats of Iris
fleeces and thers; hats, shirts,

stocks and crops.

Ilrﬁ;wih"{h of the Seol._télt?l hizl‘i;
n .the new man-style

sweaters, sturdy tweed skirts, huf::i-

frame stockings—in the caps and

gearfs.

In all the town and country suits,

coats, and the hats boota

Thle Witchary of
Being Prepared

All the best sporting guns
of Europe and America are
regl:eunted in the Abererombie
& Fitch collection.

Hand-made London guns
for upland shooting—s
magnum duck z
rifles for all classes of game.

Decoys, game calls, ammu-
nition and gun cases, clothes
for every type of hunting.

Write for New Booklets
on Men’s and Women’s
Outdoor Clothes,

féibercrombig
A Titch Co:

Madison Avenue and 45th Street
New York

“Where the Blazed T'rail
Crosses the Boulevard!’




